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BISSELL.

IN HIS OWN TOWN.

How Mr. Bissell Looks in the Eyes
of Citizens of Buffalo.

HIS WORK IN POLITICS.

His Friendship With Cleveland—A Wire
Puller Behind the Scenes—The Romance of
His Marriage—A Pen Picture of Mrs. Bis-
sell and Their Buffalo Homae.

Bpecial Correspordence of The Evening Star.
Brrraro, March 30.
EN WEEKS AGO HE
was only Bissell of
Buffalo. Now he is Bis-
sell of the United
States. I refer to our
new Postmaster Gen-
eral. who has lived here
for forty-odd vears, his
fat round cheeks blush-

his greatness going to
waste in the desert air
of the corporations
whom he has counseled in a legal way to the
tune of something like $30.000 a year. It is
wonderful bow events produce great men,
and how the elevation to power of one
mortal pulls wup the others abont
him. PBenjamin Harrison raised his wand and
fairy-like he created national reputations for
his old college friend. John W. Noble of St.
I.onis, for Miller, his law partner, and a score
of others. Cieveland opened his lips in 1884
#nd Daniel Manning and William C. Endicott
became pational quantities, and now through
Lis second cabinet utterance we are introduced
to Eissell. Hoke Smith. Daniei Lamont and
viber men whose names we yet bardly know
Low to proncunce.
“BOSOM FRIEND BISSELL."™

Mr. Bissell and Mr. Cleveland have been
friends and counellors for years, and Grover
Clevelaud has not in the world a man who
siands closer to him than his new Postmaster
teneral. He was known in the newspapers
during the campaign of 1884 as Bosom Friend
Eissell,” and the two, when they were practie-
irg Inw together heve, were ealled the Damon
amd Pythiss of the Buffalo bar. He has
teen as=ociated with Cleveland dus-
ing his vears of vrominence. and the faet that
be bas not been better known to the
prople has come from his queer taste for keep-
ing himself ou: of sight. During my stay in
Eaftalo | have chatted with close friends of
both men and 1 find that Mr. Bissell has in
the past preferred to be one of the stage
mansgers rather than a chief actor in the
elevation of Cleveland to power. It is not
generully known that in the struggle between
¢ leveland snd Blaine in 1584 Wilson 5. Bissell
was one of the cnief directors of the Cleveland
forces and that to his sagacity the democratic
victory was quite largely due. He was Mr.
Cleveland « private and per-onal representative
all throngh ihe campaign, and it fell to hus lot

ing unseen in his prof- |
itable law office, and

_' ‘Grove.'
. daughter of another of his law partners, Oscar
' Folsom, Wilson Bissell was the best man, and

| site in appearance. Bissell weighs twice as

{ about 300 pounds. His massive skull could

books and legal qnestions more than with the
managing of men, and he will not start out
with the same advantages Wanamaker's exper-
ience in his store gave him.

The two Postmasters Gieneral are the oppo-

much as Wanamsker and he tips the beam at

contain Wanamaker's bead and the brown hair
of the great merchant would not touch the walls
of Bissell’s cranium were it boxed up in its cen-
ter. Mr. Bissell's arms are as big around as
Mr. Wanamaker's calves and his thighs measure
almost as much in ecircumference as does
Honest John's waist. Wanamaker is about five
feet eight: Bissell is over six feet in his stock-
ings. DBothare smooth shaven, both dress in
black and are simple in their tastes.
CLEVELAND AND BISSELL.
Here at Buffalo I hear many comparisons of |

Cleveland and Bissell, and the new Postmaster |

General seems to be in most ways the twin |
brother of the President. Their lives have run !
close together. They squalled in their

at about the same time away back in the forties.
Eoth came of fairly well-to-do families, Bis-
sell's parents being perbhaps the richer and |
sending him to school at Yale. Both were
bachelors till they were forty vears old, their
wives are of about the same age and the two

girls went to school together. Both families
bave one baby daoghter, and the little
girls are of about the same age. [ chatted last

night with an old lawyer friend of the two men.
Said he:

**Mr. Cleveland and Mr. Bissell have been |
almost inseparable ever since the Iatter was |
chief clerk in the office of Lansing, Cleveland |
& Folsom in 1570. When Mr. Cleveland was

. coming & professional singer.

to nullify the scandalons siories sent out con- |

cerning his variner’s past life. He had been
among the foremost in securing Mr. Cleveland s
nomination for sheriffl, mavor and governor,

and be bad almost as sach to do with his first |
nomination for the presidency as Daniel Man- |
ning. but ke was not connected with the event. |

In the Chicago convention of last June
Mr. Bissell was equal mm command with
William €. Whitnev. He did most of the plan-
ning and the ex-secretarv of the Navy did
most of the executing snd got all the credit,
a.thourh be would bave snared it gladlv with
the Butfalo man if the 'r bad been willing.
Mr. Biseell's name was scarcely mentioned in
the newspaper<. and very few persons knew
then or know now th- moasure of his political
power. He s now and has been for nearly a
decade one of the great generals in the demo-
cratic party, ve when 1t was announced that he
Lad been chosen to succeed John Wanamaker
many democraiic gaptains asked: “Who is Wil-
son 8. Biseell?”

fhe new lostmaster General, according to
the statements of those who know him h-re, is
one of the closest-mouthed men in public life,
lie bhas aiwavs kept himself in the back ground,
sud even in Buffalo he has been rarelv talked
shout. He has not the widest of acanaintance-
ships, but he 15 a companionable man, broad-
minded, witty and a good tiker, except where
his own affairs are concerned. Mention these
and be shuts up like a clam and either stops
taliing or changes the subject.

WANAMAKER AND BIsSELL.

In this respect Posimaster General Bissell
will be found far different from John Wana-
maker. Our last Postmaster General was gen-
erally remly to talk about an:rhing, from his
Sunday schooi to great postal reforms. and from
his store to the chances of fortune making for
young mec. Mr. Wanamaker is & man of many

. of much shrewd common rense and of a
lively ap ion of the value of the newspa-

r man in the way of bhelping on himself and
u party. He hala first-class newspaver man
at & salary of #3.000 a vear, which he paid ont
of his own pocket, by the way, in the person ol
Marshall Cusning, and ihe correspondents and
news r- were alwavs welcome at his
offce. Through this bis administration was
better advertised and better presented to the

than that of any Postmaster General of
the past. and I understand that be considered
secretary one of his best Wash-

of which Mr. Cieveland and Mr. Bissell were

elected sheriff of Erie county he wanted Mr.

Bissell to become his deputy sheriff, |
but the clerk thought he saw better
things ahead in the law line and de-

Ilrliued. A few months after he became the
law partner of the Houn. Lyman K. Bass and
| three years later Mr. Cleveland joined the firm,
The two men were seen together almost
evervwhere, and called each other ‘Wils' and
When Mr. Cleveland married the

when the present Postmaster General married
Lonise Fowler Sturgis in February, 1890, Mr.
and Mrs. Cleveland were the guests of homor.
These two men have never ceased to be *“Wils"
and ‘Grove’ to each other, and it ia likely that
no one in the cabinet will have more influence
in the new administration than Wilson 8 Bis-
sell.”

THE BISSELL-CLEVELAND LAW FIRM.
The old Inw firm in the Weed block, Baffalo,

members has probably sent out more public
men than any other in the United States, and
Mr. Bissell 1s not the only Postmaster General
among them. The firm dates back to 1834
when the Hon. Orasmus H. Marsball, the most
famous of western New York historians, opened
his law office.  Mr. Marshail's first two tners
both left him to take public office. His third |
partner was Judge Natbhan K. Hall, who had un-
til then been Millard Fillmore's law partner. |
When Fillmore became President he selected |
Judge Hall as his Postmaster General, after-

MR. BISSELL IN HIS LAW OFFICE
ward appointing him United States judge as

 suceessor  to  Hoscoe Conkling’s  father.
Nearly all subsequent members  of
| the firms descending n direct |

line from O. H. Marshall have held some im-
portant office from district attorner up. One
of them, the Hon. Lyman K. Bass, was not only i
a district attorney, but a member of Congress, *

' and his widow is now the wife of Senator Ed

|

Woleott of Colorado. Mr. Bass was Bissell's |
first pariner, and Grover Cleveland joined the |
firm in 1574 after his term of sheriff had ex- l
pired. Bass withdrew on account of ill-health |
in 1881, and left the firm name Cleveland &
Bissell. The two men did a very large busi-
ness as confidential advisers and ecounsel to
corporations and in & year they were |
obliged to take in another partner. Mr. Cleve-
land remained & member of the firm through-
out his term as mayor of Buffalo, but retired
upon his election as governor of New York, |
leaving Mr. Bissell yhere he has been ever since,
at the head of the firm, which is now styled
Bissell, Sicard, Brundage & Bissell.
A BIG LAWYER OUTSIDE THE COURTS.
I am told here that notwithstanding the fact

' that the new Postmaster General has been

| many of the largest railroad transactions of
( railroads and is still at the head of

making from 210,000 to £30,000 a vear at the |
Iaw, that ie has never had a ease in court in his |
Life. =till he has been a member of the bar for

twentv-two vyears and has made a fortune of

something more than half a million dollars, He |
has wonderful executive ability and has made |
Lis munev as counsel in big corporation ecuses, |
He 12 & great man on contracts, and his quick-
ness to form a sound judgment on important
matters has eansed his advice to be sought in

recent vears. He Las been president of wwo
the
Buffalo and Southwestern, which he organ-
ized. for which he obtained the right of |
way and for which he conducted the appraisal

by which the road was leased to the Erie and |
its stock brought up to par  He organized the
Buffalo aud Geneva road. now a branch of the
Reading svstem, procured its charter and was
its first vrosident.  He aleo organized the New |
York corporation of the Lehigh Vallev railroad. 1
His present connection with the Reading wsys-

tem would be bard to discover, but, without

exception, bis railroad management has been |
remarkably successful. He has = faculty for

getting quickly to the bottom of big t- |
tersund is & famous negotiator, Hence by |
tact and training he scems to be a far better

man for Postmaster General than most persons |
bave supposed. 1 am told that the Post Office |
Department was the olio he wanted and that
mmdto;:e!‘ ident he would like eitlar
& or to be Secretary of the Interior, |
be didn't care much which. -

SOMETHING ABOUT HIS HABITS.

votee of the cigarette. He smokes incessantly,
and uses the Rassian and Turkish varieties and

: she

that he is the subject of much good-natured
jesting.

A WORD ABOUT MES. BISSELL.

Mrs. Bissell has been living in Buffalo for
only a few years, but she has made herself very
popalar here and I find that she bas many ad-
mirers and friends. She is both pretty and ac-
complished and she promises to be one of the
leading social figures of this administration.
Let me tell you how she looks. Mra. Bissell is tall
and well rounded. Her dark brown hair is worn
combed siraight back without a erimp or curl.
She has beautiful teeth and handsome blue eves.
Bhe has a good tailor, but in dress she follows
Mrs. Cleveland's taste for simplicity. She car-
ries her head high in the air and gives one the
impression of strong self-reliance and great
energy, determination and ambition.

A BOMANTIC MARRIAGE.

There is as much of a romance connected
with the Postmaster General's marriage'as with
that of President Cleveland. Mrs. Bissell's
maiden name was Lonise Sturgis. and she comes
from an old family which is well known in
different parts of the Union. One branch of it
lives at Mansfield, Ohio, and one of Mrs. Bis-
sell's relatives there has a big brick house in
the most fashionable part of the town.
Another branch moved from Mansfield to
New York city, and Stephen Sturgis is
one of the unknown well-to-do men of the
metropolis. He would be ealled rich outside
of New York. The branch to which Mrs. Bis-

MRS, BISSELL.

gell belongs comes from Geneva, N. Y.,
and Mrs. Bissell first came to Buffalo to teach
music in the Buffalo Seminary. She had
early shown a great taste for music and
it was here that she had in part earned the
money which took her to Germany and France,
where her beantiful contralto voice had been
trained by Stockhausen and La Grange. Since
the time she and Mrs. Cleveland had been
schoolmates ab Wells College she had planned
and worked and studied with the idea of be-
When at last she
was fitted to appear in public as a professfnal,
one of her first engagements was as a soloist at
a Buffalo orchestra concert., While in that city
the was the guest of Mra. George Sieard, wife |
of one of the members of the Bissell firm. Mr.
Bissell met her there and it wus a case of *‘love
at firet #ight” on both sides, and the arrows of
Cuapid drove the Goddess of Music off the field
and Louise Sturgis. the music teacher, became
Mra. Wilson 8. Bissell, the wife of the rich
Buffalo lawyer and the future Postmaster
General

'-"ﬁ..___-___-

THE BISSELL HOME AT BUFFALO.

Mrs. Bissell, of course, gave up her teaching |
upon her marriage, but at her home here
has amlways had & musical ecircle
round her, and at the capital she will

'form a feature of its musical as well as |

of its official society. She has a fine'
voice, and she has sung at a number of enter-
tninments for charity. Her home here is a fine |
old-fashioned brick residence of two stories and

a mansard roof. There 18 a tower in the
middle of the front, and this forms
the entrance on the ground floor.

It is situated on Delaware avenue, surrounded
by beautiful grounds, and is the house in which
Jas. N. Matthews, the famonseditor of the Buf-
falo Erpress, lived and died. Postmaster Gen- '
eral Bissell bought it a couple of vears ago, and |
he has furnished it in a solid, substantial way |
which harmonizes with its big rooms and its |
old-fashioned character. Sinee he has been in
it he and Mrs. Bissell have given many quiet
little parties and a number of musicales, and
she has shown herself a most entertaining and
accomplished hostess,

Iam told here, in fact, that Mr. Bissell would
never have been Postmaster General had it not
been for his wile. It is said that Cleveland |
offered him a eabinet position eight years ago,
but he refused it.  This was before he had met
his fate. With his marmage his tastes have |
changed, and he will do anything to oblige his |
wife. She bas maturally great social ambitions, |
and when President CUleveland gave her the

| chance to grati’y these in making her hasband

a cabinet minister Mr. Bissell accepted the
place. Whether this story of Mrs. Bissell's
persumsive powers is true or not, it is aninter-

| esting one, and [ give it for what it is worth.

Fraxk G, CARPENTER.
rHe -
Written for The Evening Star,

THE TOME OF

TENNYSON.

An Faster Memory.
Westminster Abbey! Who can scan thy nave,
Sacred to ashes dear to mortal man,
Without an awe-struck soul beside the grave
Of genius brigutest since the world began?

What ftights of fancy! Chaucer takes the lead
From Canterbury with his pilgrim band,

Whom Spenser and the Fairie Queene ontspeed
To waft a greeting from the spirit land.

Then rare Ben Jonson, Briton to the core,
And Doughty Drayton glide upon the stage,
With Cowley, Congreve, Dryden, dust no more,
Their slgnets stampt upon the breathing page.

Macpherson, classic Milton, thongntful Gray,
Mat. Pryor, Rowe and Davenant fiit past,
As David Garrick treads the Applan Way
In royal purple for great Cgesar cast.

The age of good Queen Anne, with Johnson wise,
Dogmatie, dictatorial, sagely grand;

Warm-aearted Goldsmith, whom the people prize;
Melodious Gay, and Addison the biand!

And Campbell, Sheridan and Southey crowd
The azure field of galaxies sublime,
Before accoutered chiefs and courtiers proud,
The kings of letters’ realm throughout all time.

And as one dreams and ponders all these things,
A chiid’s small voice comes cheery to the ear,
And Tiny Tim & Christmas carol sings
Ason the grave of Dickens falls a tear.

No scalptured urn above the sacred dust,
No tablature to chironicle his fame;

But there amid the centuries’ crumbling rust
A simple slab to mark the well-loved name.

Above this Thackeray's bust in radiance seen
Taells truer than tall monuments of stone

That memory keeps his mighty image green
Ia love and tander reverence alone.

And now the bard who sang us Locksley Hall,
Godiva and the Idylls of the King
Is garnered as the sutumn harvests fall
And ripened boughs abrosd their brown leaves
fing.

W‘;M'umhm
A soul like thine in faith can never fall;
The cross of Christ is seen by thee again,
Sir Galahad has found the Holy Gralll

O Tennyson, the last to soar among
Those souls of mighty ones from earth set free,
No more mortals listen to thy song,
But celestial chans thy themes with thee!
DAVID GRAHAM ADEE.

| graduate of an English university. Bossshould,

THE APRIL FOOL OF HARVEY'S
SLUICE.

From Londom&ociety,

L

BE DURTON'S CABIN
was not beantiful. Peo-
ple have been heard to
assert that it was ugly,
and even, after the
fashion of Harvey's
Sinice, have gone the
length of prefixing
their adjective with a
forcible expletive which
emphasized their enti-
cism. Abe, however,
was a stolid and easy-
going man, on whose
mind the remarks of an unappreciative public
made but little impression. He had built the
house himself, and it suited both himself and
his partner, and what more did they want?

There was only one man inside the hut, and
that was the proprietor, Abe Durton himself,
or ‘“Bones,” a8 bhe had been christened with
the rude heraldry of the camp. He was sitting
in front of the great wood fire, gazing moodily
into its glowing depths, and occasionally giving
a fagot & kick of remonstrance when it showed
any indication of dying into a smoulder. His
fair Saxon face, with its bold, honest eves and
crisp yellow beard, stood out sharp and clear
against the darkness as the flickering light
played over it. It was a manly. resolute coun-
tenance. and vet the physiognomist might have
detected something in the lines of the mouth
which showed a weakness somewhere, an inde-
cision which contrasted strangelv with his her-
culean shoulders and massive limbs.

*“The Boss is late tonmight,” he muttered ns he
rose from his chair and stretched himself in a
colossal yawn, **My stars, how 1t does rain and
blow! Don't it, Blinky?" Blinky was a de-
mure and meditative owl, whose comfort and
welfare were a chronic subject of solicitude to
its master. und who at present contemplated
him gravely from one of the rafrers.

Abe was still talking when the rough door
was flung open and a blinding clond of sieet |
and ra‘n came driving into the cabin. almost
obscuring for the moment a voung man who
sprang in and proceeded to bar the entrance be-
hind him. an operation which the force of the
wind rendered no easy matter,

“Well,” he said in a slightly peevish voice,
“haven’t you got any supper?”

“Waiting and ready,” said his companion
cheerily, nointing to a large pot which bubbled
by the side of the fire. *“You seem sort of
damp.”

“Damp be hanged! I'm sonked, man—thor-
oughly saturated. It's a night that I wouldn't
have a dog out, at least not a dog that I had any
respect for. Hand over that dry coat from the

peg.

?ark Morgan, or Boes, as he was usnaliy
ealled, belonged to a type which was commoner
in the mines during the flush times of the first |
great rush than would be supposed. He was a
man of good blood, liberally educaced and a

)
tress,
with a gqnick, feminine
bent her liths figure
trate 5

“Why, it's Abe Durton and his
the driver of the buggy,

over Boss Morgan's pros-

" said
forward and

Binclair, the assayer to the mines. *Idon't

know how to thavk vou, boys. The infernal

brute got the bit between his teeth and 1 should

have had to throw Carrie out and chance it in

another minute. That's right,” he continned.

;l l:. . staggered to his feet. ‘‘Not much
art, LT

*‘I can get up to the hut now,” said the voung
Illllll“.l d:rh!dv}{ng himself upon his ner's
sho . “How are you going to get Miss
Sinclair home?" ¢ " i

*‘Ob, we can walk,” said that young lady,
shaking off the effects of her fright with all the
elasticity of vouth.

‘‘We can drive and take the road round the
bank so as to avoid the ford,” said her father.
“‘The horse seems cowed enough now; you need
not be afraid of it, Carrie. I hope we shall see
you at the house, both of you. Neither of us
can eagily forget this night's work.”

Mise Carrie said nothing, but she managed to
shoot a little demure glance of gratitude from
under her long lashes, to have won which
honest Abe felt that he would have cheerfully
undertaken to stop a runaway locomotive.

There was a cheerv shout of ‘‘good night.” a
crack of the whip and the buggy rattled away
in the darkness.

“You told me the men were rough and nasty,
pa,” said Miss Carrie Sinclair, after a long
silence, when the tw: !ark shadows had died
away in the distance and the carriage was lsevd-
ing along by the turbulent stream. *I don't
think so. I think they are very nice.” And
Carrie was unusually quiet for the remainder
of her journey and seemed more reconciled to
the hardship of leaviug her dear friend Amelia
in the far-off boarding school at Melbourne.

That did not prevent her from writing a full,
true and particular account of their little ad-:
v.:nttlure to the same young lady upon that very
night,

“Thev stopped the horse, darling, and one
Lmor fellow was hurt. And oh, Amv, if you

ad seen the other oneina red shirt, with a
pistol at his waist! I couldn’t help thinking of
vou, dear. He was just your idea. You re-
member, a yellow mustache and great blue eves.
And how he did stare at poor me! You never
see such men in Burke street, Amy,” and so on,
for four pages of pretty feminine gossip.

In the meantime poor Boss, badly shaken,
had been belped up the hill by his partner and
regained the shelter of the shanty. Abe doe-
tored him out of the rude pharmacopeia of the
camp, and bandaged up his strained arm.

IL

A easual visitor wounld have noticed a remark-
able change in the conversation of this com-
munity. Somechow, when a certain dainty little
bonnet, with a sweet, girlish figure beneath it,

population of Harvey's Sluice.

in the natural course of things, have been an-
energetic curate or strugghng professional

tiement. It had beeh commonly supposed that

disclosing the grizzled features of Mr. Joshua |

was seen in the distance among the disused

ever had appeared upon live at the

gesture of sympathy she | tory hem he blurted

!
\

mines.” Herevolved 1t in bis brain.
It seemed a curions thing to talk about: but

:h."-idth. tion, in great dis- Boss had said it, and Boss ul s right.
“he is hurt—the gnpt.l:imhhlrt.“und s o= e

He wouid take the piunge; so with a premoni-
out:

Thov live mostly on bacon and beans in the

ley.

He could not see wha: efect this communica-
tion bad upon bis companion. He was too tall
to be able to peer under the little straw bon-
net. Bhe did not answer. He would try again.

“Mutton on Sundays,” he said.

Even this failed to aronse anv enthusiasm.
In fact, she seemed to be laughing. Boss was
evidently wrong. The young man was in de-
spair. The sight of a ruined hut beside the
pathway conjured up a fresh idea. e grasped
at it as a drowning man to a straw.

“Cockney Juck bnilt that," he remarked. Ie

“Lived there till he died. |
*“What did he die of?" asked his companion.
“Three-star brandy,” said Abe, decisively.

“I used to come over of a night when he was

bad and sit by him. Poor chap' he had a wife

and two children in Patner. He'd rave and
call me Polly by the hour. He was cleaned
out, hadn’t a red cent: but the bovs collected
rough gold enough to see him through. He's
buried there in that shaft; that was his claim, |

80 we just dropped him down it an’ filled it up. |

Put down his pick, too, an’ a spade an’ &

bucket. so's he'd feel kinder perky and at |

home.™

Miss Carrie seemed more interested now.

*‘Do they often die like that?"’ she asked.

“Well, brandy kills many: but there's more
gets dropped —shot, you know.™

*I don’t mean that. Do many men die alone
and miserable down there, with no one to care
for them?"" and she pointed to the cluster of
houses beneath them. *Is there any one dving
now? It is awful to think of.” |

“There's none as I knows on likely to throw
up their hand.”

*I wish vou wouldn’t use so much slang, Mr.
Durton.” said Carrie. “You know it isn't po-
lite. You should get a dictionary and learn the
proper words,”’

*‘Ab. that's it,"" said Bones apologetically.
“It's gettin’ your hand on the proper one.
When you've not got a steam drill, you've got
to put up with the pick.”

“Yes. but it's easy 1f vou really try. You
conld savthat a man was ‘dving,’ or *‘moribund,’
if vou like.”

“That’s it,"”" said the miner enthusiastically.
** ‘Moribund!” That's a word. Why, you conid
lay over Iloss Morgan in the matter of words.
‘Moribund!” There's some sound about that.”

Carrie laaghed.

“It's not the sound yon must think of, but
whether it will express your meaning. Seriously,
Mr. Durton, if any one shonld be 1ll in the camy,
youn must let me know. 1 can nurse, and I
might be of nse. You will, won't von?

“And mow I must say good morning,” said
Carrie, as they came to the spot where & erooked

pathway branched off from the track and wound |

up to Azalea Villa.

“Thank you ever so much
for escorting me."

varrative that Jim Struggles, the wandering
prospecior, had gained the reputation of being
the wit of the camp. He had been brooding in
silence over some idea since the of
Ferguson. and he now proceeded to evolve it to
his expectant companions,

“*Say, bove™ he began. “It's the first o'
Apri.. TI've got a calendar in the hut as
Savs £0,

“What if it is?" said several voices

“Well. don’t you sce, it's All Fools’ day.
Counldn’t we fix np sowe little joke on some one,
eh? Conldn’t we geta laugh ont of it? Now,
there's old Bones, for instance;: he'll never
emell arat. Couldn't we sead him off some-
where and wath him go, mavbe? We'd have
something to chafl him on for a month tocome,

**Where shall we send him?"* was the query.
Jim Straggles was buried in thoaght for a
moment, Then an unhallowed inspirstion
seemed to come over him, and he laughed ap-
roarionsly., rubbing bis bands between his
knees in the excess of his delight.

“Well, what 18 it?” asked the eager audience.

‘‘See here, bovs., There's Miss Sinclair. Yon
was saving as Abe's gone on her. She don't
fancey him much, vou think. Suppose we write
him a note—send it him tonight, you know.”

“Well, what then?" said MeCoy,

“Weil, pretend the note is from her, d've see?
Put her name at the bottom. lLet on aa she
wants him to come an’ meet her in the garden
at 12 He's bound to go. He'll think she

wants to go off with hym. It'll be the biggest |

thing plaved this vear.”

There was a roar of laughter. The plan was
approved of unanimously.,

“Here’s pencil and bhere's paper,” said the
humorist. ““Who » goin’ to write the letter?"

“Write it vourse!f, Jim," said Shamus.

“Well, what shail T eav?™

*‘Say what vou think right.”

“I don’t know how she'd put it said Jim,
scratching bis bead in great perplexitr. “How-
ever, Dones will never know the differ. How
will this do? ‘Dear old man. Cometo the gar-
den at 12 tonight, else I'll never speak to you
again,’ eh?”

“No, that’s not the stvle,” said the young
miner. *"Mind, she s a lass of eddication. She'd

i put it kicder dowery and soft.™

“Well, write it yoursel!.” said Jim sulkily,
handing him over the peneil.

“This 1= the sort of thing.” said the miner,
moistening the point of it in his mouth.
* ‘When the moon is in the skv

“There it 1s. That's bully,” from the com- |

pany.

***And the stars a-shinin’ bright, meet, O
meet me, Adolphns, by the garden gateat 12."™
“iiis name wan't Adolphus,” objected a
eritic.”
“That's how the postry comes in,” said the
miner. “It's kinder janciful, d'ye see. Sounds
| & darned sight better than Abe.
guessing who she means.

There!™
This epistle was gravely passed round the
room from band to band and reverentially gazed

I'll sign it Carrie.

So poor Bones departed in a mixture of many | upon as being a remarkabie production of the

opposite feelingz. He had interested her,
had spoken kindly to him.

She
Buat then she had |

shafts and mounds of red earth which dis- | sent him away before there was anv necessity:
figured the sides of the valley, there wus a warn- | fhe conldn’t care much about him if she would !
ing murmur and a general clearing off of tbe | do that. t
cloud of blasphemy, which was, I regre: to | more cheerful, however. had be seen Mise Car- |
state. an habitual characteristic of the working ' rie Sinclair as she watched his retiring figure

I think he might have felt a little |

| from the garden gate with » loving look upon

most experienced valuators of an ore in the set- | bent head and desponding appearance.

| he was able to estimate the amount of gold ina l

man had not some Inlent traits cropped out in | fragment of quartz with remarkable exactness. |
This, however, was evidently a mistake, other- |

Lis character, inherited possibly from old Sir |
Heunry Morgun, who had founded the family |
with Spanish pieces of eight gallantly won upon |
the high seas. It was thus wiid strain of blood !

wise he would never have incurred the useless
expense of having so many worthiess speci-

Abe had formerly been considered one of the | her saucy face and a mischievons smile at his

Iv.

The Colonial Bar was the favorite hannt of
the inhabitants of Harvey's Sluice in their hours

! of relaxation. There had been a fierce com-

mens assayed as he now did. Mr., Joshua Sin-

no doubt which had eaused him to drop from | elair found himself inundated with such a flood

the bed room window of the ivy-clad English | of fragments of mica and lumps of reck con- |

arsonage and leave home and friends behind | taining decimal percentages of the precious

im to try his luck with pick and shovel in the | metals that he began to form a very low opin-
Australian fields. In spite of his effeminate | ion of the young man’s mining capabilities.
face and dainiy manners the rough dwellers in | It is certain that, what with Pro!minnll busi-
Harvey's Sluice had gradually learned that the | ness in the morning and ial visits at night,

petition between it and the rival establish-
ment termed the Crocery, which, in spite of |
its innocent appellation, aspired also to dis-
pense spirituous refrechments. The importa- |

| tion of chairs into the latter had led to the ap- |

little man was possessed of a cool courage and | the tall igure of the miner was a familiar ob- |

unflinching resolution, which won respect in a | Ject in the little drawing room of Azalea Villa,

. MeFariane's store,”

| toiling down the side of the declivity.

community where pluck was looked upon as the |
highest of human atiributes. No one ever knew |
how it was that Bones and he had become part-
ners: yet partners they were, and the large,
simple nature of the stronger man looked with
an almost superstitious reverence upom the
clear, decisive mind of his companion.

*‘That’s better,” said the Boss, as he dropped
into the vacant chair before the fireand watcned
Abe laring out the two metal plates. *“‘Come
w and sit down.”

is gigantic partner came meekly over and
perched himeseif upon the top of a

“What's un?'’ he asked.

‘*Shares are up," said his companion, *“That’s
what's up, Look here,” and he extracted a
crumpled paper from the ket of the steam- |
ing coat. “Here's the Buckhurst Sentinel.
Read thi« article—this one here about a paving
lead in the Conemara mine, We hold pretty |
heavily in that concern, myv boy. We might |
seil out and clear somethiug—but I think we'll
hold on.™

Abe Durton in the meantime was laboriously |

lling out the article in question, following |
the lines with his great forefinger and mutter- |
ing under his tawny mustache. |

“Any news from Duckhurat?” asked Abe, ris-
ing and proceeding to extract their supper from
the pot.

“Nothing much,”” said his companion.
*Cock-eved Joe has been shot by Billy Reid in

AL, #nid Abe, with listless interest,

“Bush rangers have been around and stuck
up the Hochdale station. They say they are |
coming over here.”

The miner whistled as he poured some whisky
itito a jug.

“Anything more?'” he asked.

“Nothing of importance except that the
blacks have been showing a bit down New Ster-
ling way, and that the assayer has
bought a piano, and is going to have
his daughter out from Melbourne to live in the
new house opposite on the other side of the
road. Bo you sée we are going to have some-
thing to look at, my boy,” he added, as he sat
down and began attacking the food set before
him. **They say she is a beautv, Bones.”

His ]ina:'mu- suddenly dropped his knife and
seemed to listen. Amid the wild uproar of the
wind and the rain there was a low rumbiing
sound which was evidently not dependent upon
the elements.

“What's that?"

“Darnel if [ know.”

The two men made for the door and peered |
out earnestly into the darkness, Far away
along the Buckhurst road they could see a mov-
ing light, and the dull sound was londer than
before, ;

“It’s a buggy coming down,"” said Abe.

*Where is it going to?"

“Don’t kuow. Across the ford, I s'pose.”

*“Why, man. the ford will be six feet deep to-
night and running tike a mill stream.”

The light was nearer now, coming rapidly
round the curve of the road. There wasa wild
sound of galloping with the rattle of the
wheels,

‘*Horses have bolted, by thunder!"

““Bad job for the man inside.”

“If he don't pull 'em up before they reach
the ford he's a goner,” remarked Abe Durton,
resignedly,

Sucddenly there came a luil in the sullen
gplash of the rain. It was but for a moment,
but in that moment there cume down on the
breeze a long ery, which caused the two men
tostart and stare at each other and then to
rush frantically down the steep incline toward
the road below.

“*A woman, by heaven!" gasped Abe, as he
sprang across the gaping shafi of a mine in the
recklessness of his haste,

Morgan was the lighter and more active man.
He drew away rapidly from his stalwart com-
panion. Within & minute he was standing
panting and bareheaded in the middle of the
soft, muddy road, while his partner was still

The earriage was ciose on him now. He
could see in the light of the lamps the raw-
boned Australian horse, as, terrified by the
storm and by its own clatter, it came tearing
down the declivity which led to the ford. The
man who was driving seemed to see the pale
face in the pathway in front of him, for he
yelled out some incoherent words of warning,
aud made a last desperate attempt to pull u
There was a shout, an oath and a liuﬂng ernz:
and Abe, hurrying down, saw a wild, infuriated
horse rearing madly in the air with a slim dark
figure ‘hanging on to its bridle. Bops, with
the keen power of calculation which had made
him the finest cricketer at Rugby in his day,
had caught the rein immediately below the bit
and clong to it with silent concentration.

“Hold it, Bones,” he said, as a tall figure
hurled iteelf into the road and seized the other

“All right, old man. I've got him;" and the
horse, cowed by the sight of s fresh assailant,
quieted down and stood shivering with terror.
"{g}:‘np. Boss, itl': safe now."h -

poor Boss lay groaning mud.
m:le:::don.:!om" was & cateh in
v as of pain.  “There's
chap, but don't make nmt_.m

and breathing with difficulty.
“Cheer u old Bn-.,,"' he murmured
“Hullo! my i

as the new house of the nssayer had been mag- |

niloquently named. There was one cioud on
Bounes' horizon, and that was the
earance of Black Tom Ferguson of Rochdale
erry. This clever young scamp had maneged

periodical ap- |

to ingratiate himself with old Joshua nnd was |

& constant visitor at the villa. There were evil
rumors abroad about Black Tom. He was
known to be a gambler and shrewdly suspected
tobe worse. Harvey's Sluice was not censori-

ous, and yet there was a general feeling that |

Ferguson was a man to be avoided. Miss Car-
rie seemed to hail his appearanceas a relief and
chatiered away for hours about books aad
music and the gayeties of- e.—1It

, snuggery. The rangers were the present sub- |

on these occasions that poor simple Bones |

wonid sink into the verv lowest depths of
despondency and either elink away or sit glar-

ing at his rival wilh an earnest malignancy | mind,
which seemed to cause that gentleman no small | Jast

amusement,
The miner made no secret to his

| shaken the clar of Harvey's Sluice from his feet | rather
riner of and had started off into the woods with the in-

| appeared in the Grocery agains: a picture in

pearance of a sei.ee in the former. Spjttoons

the Bar, and, as the frequenters expressed it,
the honors were even. When, however, the |
Grocery led a window eurtain. and its oppo-
nent returned a snuggery awd a mirror. the |
game was declared 1o be in favor of the latter,
and Harver's Sinice showed its sense of the
spirit of the proprietor by withdrawing its cus- |
tom from his opponent.

into the Bar itee!f and bask 1n the shimmer of
its many-colored botties, there was a general
feel.ing
should be reserved for the wuse of the more
prominent citizens. On this particuiar evening
there was an assemblage of notabibtie  in the

ject of discussion. For some few davs rumors
of their o
\ ng had colony.

A fresh impetus bad been given to the panie
by the report just brought in by Jim Straggles.
Jim was of an ambitious and aspiring turn of
and after gozing in silent disgust &t his
week’s clean-up he had metnphorieally

admiration which he enurtniue:?. for Miss tention of prospecting round until be cowd hit

Sincinir.
“That loafer from Rochdale,” he said.

seems to reel it off kinder nat'ral, while for the

unon some likely piece of groand for himself,

“he  Jim's storv was tiat Le was gitti ng upon a fallen

trunk eating his midday damper and rusty

iife of me I can't say & word. Tell me, Boss, | bacon, when his trained ear bLad caugit the

what would you say to a girl like that?"'

**Why, talk about what would interest her,”
said his companion.

*‘Ah. that's where it lies.”

*Talk about the customs of the place and the
country,’ said the Boss, pulling meditativelyat
his pipe. **Tell her stories of what vou have
seen in the mines and thatsort of thing."

“Eh? You'd do that, would you?" responded
his comrade more hopefully.
hang of it I am right.
her about Chicago Biill, an’ how he put them
two buliets in the man from the bend the night
of the dance.”

Boss Morgan laughed.

*That's hardly the thing,” he said. “You'd
frighten her if vou told her that. Tell her
something lighter, vou know; something to
amuse her, something funny.”

*“Funny?" said the anxions lover, with less
confidence in his voice. *“*How vom and me
made Mat Houlshan drunk and put him in the

julpit of the Baptist Church, and he wouldn’t
et the preacher in in the morning. How
would that do, eh?"

*For heaven's sake, don't say anvthing of the
sort.” eaid his mentor in great consternation.
**She’d never speak to either of us again. No,
what 1 mean is that yon should tell aboat the
babits of the mines; how men live and work
and die there. If she is & sensible girl that
vught to interest hes."

*How they live at the mines? Pard, youare
good to me. How they live? There's a thing
I can talk of as glib as Black Tom or any man.
I'll try it on her when I see her."

“‘By the way,” said his partner, listlessly,
“just keep an eye on that man Fergusom.

atch what he does.”

*I will,” said his companion.

And he did. He watched him that very
night—watched him stride out of the house of
the assayer with anger and baffled pride on
every feature of his - handsome swarthy face;
watched him clear the garden paling at a bound.
pass in long rapid strides down the side of the
valley, gesticulating wildly with his hands, and
vanish into the bushland bevond. All this Abe
Durton watched, and with a thoughtful look
upon his face he relit his pipe and strolled
slowly backward to the hut upon the hill.

IIL

March was drawing to a close in Harvey's
Sluice. and the glare and heat of the antipodean
summer had toned down into the rich mellow
hues of sutumn.

On that particular morning the stream looked
preity as it meandered down the valley;
Emny, too, was the long rising upland be-

ind, with its luxuriant green covering, and
prettiest of all was Mies Carrie Binclair
as she laid down her basket of ferns which she
was carrying and stopped upon the summit of
the rising ground.

She stood for some time gazing at the view
before her. EShe glanced at the great mysteri-
ous stretch of t bushland beside her. and
stooped to pick up her basket with the inten-
tion of hurrying along the road i
of the guiches. She started - 3
suppressed a scream as along red-flanneled arm
shot out from behind her and withdrew the
basket from her very grasp.

“If that's the | richt and looked Hke
I'll go up now and tell | their guns in their hands
Jim was snbmitted to a searching cross-exam- |
ination that evening, but nothing conld shake |
further light upoun |
what he bad seen. |

|

clink of horses’ hoofs. He had hardly time 0
take the precantion of roliing off the tree and
crouching down behind it before a troon of
men came riding down through the bush and
posced withiu a stone’s throw of him.

“There was Bill Smeaton and Murphy Duff.”
Ra
“and
rightly see.

ibere was three more that [ couldn't
And they took the traii to the

2"

his testimony or throw a

There were a few, however, who were loudly
skeptical us to the existence of the rangers, and
the most prominent of these was a voung man
who was perched on a barrel in the center of
the room, and wasevidently one of the leading
spirits in the community. We have already |
seen that dark curling hair, lack-luster eve anid
thin, cruel lip, in the person of DBlack Tom
Ferguson, the rejected smitor of Miss Sinclair, |

“It's always the same.” he said: “if a man
meets a few travelers in the bush. he's bound
to come back raving about rangers. If they'd
seen Struggles there, they wonld have gone off
with a long yarn about a ranger crourhing be- !
hind a tree. As to recognizing people riding
fast among tree trunks—it is an impossibility.” |

Something seemed to be on his mind, too.
for occasionally he would spring off his perch i
and pace up and down the room with an ab-
stracted and very forbidding look upon Ins |
swarthy face. It was a relief to every one |
when, suddenly catching up his hat and wish- 1
ing the company a curt *good nizht,” he |
walked off through the bar and into the street
bevond.

“Seems kinder put out,” remarked Long
MeCoy.

**He can’t be afeard of the rangers, surely,”
eaid Joe Shamue, another man of consequence,
and principal shareholder of the El Dorado.

“No, he's not the man to be afraid,™ |
answered another. **There’'s something queer |
about him th®last day or two. He's beon long |
tripsin the woods without any tools. They
do say that the assayer's duughter has chucked
him over.™
. *"Quite right. too. A darned might too good

said
““He’'s a hard man to beat when he's
set his mind on & thing."

“*Abe Durton's the horse
marked Houlahan, a little,
man. “It's sivin to four I'd be wiilin® to lay
on him." ]

“And you'd be afther losing your money,
a-vich,” smid a young man with a Ia “She’ll |
want more brains than ever Bones bad in his |
skuil. vou bet.”

*“Who's seen Bones today?” asked McCoy. |

“I've seen him,” said the young miner. “He |
came round all through the camp asking for & |

nary—wanted to write a letter likeiy."

*Ieaw bim readin’it,” said Shamus. “He '
came over to me an' told me he'd struck some-

to win,"” re-

| ont from his little shaniy,
Though every man was at libsrty to swagger |

that the snuggery or sreciul apartment |

ce had been fiving nbout and an '

| winding streak over the brow of the hill

business all over, with |

bkum

1 brain. 1t was then folded np and com-
mitied to the care of a small boyv, who wan
soleminly charged, under dire threats, to de-
liver it at the shantv and to mwake off before
any avkward guestions were asked him. It
was only after he had disappeared in the dark-
ne=s that some slight compunction visited omne
or two of the company,

““Ain’t it playing it rather low on the girl?"

| said Shemus.

i‘.*_ml rough on old Bones 7"’ suggested an-
other.

However, these nhjections were overruled by
the majority and dissppeared entively upon the
appearance of a second jorum of whisky, The
maiter had almost been forgotten by the time
that Abe had rececved his note and was spelling
It ont with a palnitating bheart under the light
of his solitary candle.

v

That nizht has long been remembered in
Harvey's Sluice. A fitzul bresze was sweeping
down from the distant mountains, moaniag and
sighing among the deserted claims. A great
loneliness seemed to rest on the face of nature.
Men remarked afterward on the strange eerie
atmosnhere which hung over the littie town.

It was in the darkness that Abe Durton sallied
His partner, Boss
Morgan, was still absent in the bush, so that,
berond the ever-watchful Blinky, there was no
living being to observe his movements. A
feeling of mild surprise filled his simple soul
that his angel's delicate fingers had formed
those great stragzling hieroglv:hics; however,
there was the nume at the foot, and that was
enonch for him. She wanted him, no matier
for what, and with a henrt as pure and as heroie
#s mny knight errant, this rough miner weut

| forth at the summons of his love.

t He groped his wav up the -tu;:_hwtnd!ng
. track whien led to Azalea Villa The

moved ou te the garden gate. There
,was mo one there, He wns evideatly

earlv. The moon was shining
| brightly mnow, and the eountry pound
| wus as clear as day. Abe looked past

| the little viila at the road which ran iike a white
A
| watcher beaind eonld bave scen his square ath-
| letie tigure standing out sharp and clear. Then
he geve a start s if he pad been shot and stag-

. gered up agamnst the little gate beside him.
He had seen something which caused even
| his sunburned face 1o become a shade ras
| he thouzht of the girl so near him. Justat the

iy | bend of the road, not 200 vards away, he saw n
id Struggles. naming two notorious ruffians: i

dark movinz mass coming round the curve and
| lost in the shadow of the hill. It was but fora
| moment: vet in that moment the qmek pereep-
tion of the practiced woodman had realized the
whole sitaxiion, It was a baud of horsemen
bound for the villa, and what borsemen would
ride so by nught save the terror of the wood-
lands—the dreaded rangers of the bush?

It is true that on ordinary occasions Abe was
as sluggish in his intellect as he was heavy an
movements. In the hour of danger, bhowever,
he was ns remarkable for cool deliberation as
for prompt and decisive action, As ho ad-
vanced un the garden he rapidly reckoned up
the chances against ham,

computation, all desperate and fearless men,

The question was whether he could keep them |

at bay for a short ime and prevent their fore-
ing a passa-e into the house. We have atrendy
meniioned that sentinels had been placed in the
muin street of the town, Abe reckoned that
Lelp wonid be at hand within ten minuies of
the firing of the first shot.

Were he inside the bonse he could confidentlv
reckon on holding his own for s longer period
than that. Before he could rouse the sleepers
and gain admission, however, the rangers
wonld be upon bim. He must content himself
with doing his utmost. At any rate he would
show Carrie that, if he could not talk to ber, he
could at least die for her.

The road aloug which the rangers were com-
ing ended at a wooden gate opening iuto the
upper part of the assaver's little garden. This
gate bad & high acacia hedge on either side of
it, and opened into a short walk also linad by
im

hold the passage for a few minutes until the
assailants broke through elsewhere and took
him in the rear. At any rate it was his best

| chance. He passed the front doar, but forbére

to give any alarm.  Sinclair was aa  elderly
man, and would be of little assistance in such a
desperate struggle as was before him, and the

appearance of lights in the house would warn |
id ' the rangers of the resistance awaiting them.

Oh, for his partner, the Boss, for Chicago Bill.
for any one of twentv gallant men who would
have come to his cail and stood by him in such
a quarrell He turned into the narrow wooden
pathway. There was the well-remembered
wooden gate and there, perched upon the gate,
languidly swinging his legs backward and for-
ward and ring down the road in front of
bim was
whom Abe had been longing from the bottom
of his heart. There was short time for ex-
planations. A few hurried words announced
that the Boss, retuarning from his little tour,
had come across the rangers riding on their
mission of darkness, and, overbesring their
destination. had managed by hard running and

Trust him for |

miner |
| pan<ed under the shade of the trees and then |

There were half a |
dozen of the assailunts, at the most moderate |

ble thorny walls. Abe knew the place |
i well.  One resolute man might, he thought.

seeing him engaged in & race up Thmoﬁn side of the M--n-nd’ ‘!ndd-nlyhhmmﬂcn mmwiﬁmh“-ﬂm ‘mlﬂ-'ﬂ: There were six rangers in all.  One, who
mﬁw;:g-‘tmk o nt. ".:...“'..": B 0 N E S half in the darkness, stood what ap- | came back into his mind. What was it Boss  object, seein’ that the money is there peared to be leader. rode in fromt, whils
thth—-h ho'un-' o'.“:'h'ubnd 9 m‘d 1o th“:‘-ph soul to be the most had said upon the subject? “Tell her how they | think it has been already recorded in this | others followed in & body. They flung them-

the house, and after a fow muttered
their capiain tethered the asimals to a small
tree and walked confidently toward the gate.
Boss Morgan and Abe were crouching dowa
under the shadow of hedge at the very si-

on mecting little resistance in
house.  As the first man came forward and half
turned to give some orders o his commdes
both the friends recognized the stern profile
and heavy mustache of Black Ferguson, the re-
Jected suitor of Miss Carrte Sinciatr. Hones$
Abe made » mental vow that e at least should
pevel feach the door alive

The ruffian stepped up to the gate and pub
his band uwpom the hlcz. He started an o
stentorian “Stand back'” came thundering oud
from among the bushes. In war, ns in love, the
miner was a man of few words

“There's no road this way,  explained another
voice with an  infhinite sadness and geutloness
abont it which was characienistic of the owner
when the devil was rampant in hissoul. The
rauger recoguized it.  He remembered the sofs
languid address which be had listened to in the
billiard room of the Buckhurst Arms, and
waich bad wound ap by the mild oator putting
{ bis back against the door, drawing a derringer
I’ and asking to see the sharper who would dare

to force s passage. “It's that infernal food
| Durton,” be said, “and his white-faced friend. "™

Both were well known names in the countre
round. Put the rangers wers reckless and
| desperate men. They drew up to the gate in
body.

“Ulear out of that!” said their leaderin o
grim wiisper: “‘vou cwn’t save Le girl  Go off
with whole skins wiile vou have the chance.™

The partners laughed.

“Then, eurse you, come on”™™

The gate was fluug open and the party fired @
ftraggling volley and made & fiorce rush toward
| the graveled walk

The vevolvera cracked merrily in the silence
of the night from the bushes wt the other end,
It was hard to aim with precwon in the dark-
Ness, he ROCOnd man sprang cony ylsgvely into
the air an 1 fell upon his face with his arms ex-
tended, writhing hormbly in the moonlight
The third was grazed in the log and slopywd,
| The others stopped out of symuathy. After

ail the girl was not for them. snd their hears
| was bardiy in the work., Tueir eaptain rushed
| madly on, like & valiant blackcuard as he was
! bat was met by & coasning b
Abe Durton’s pis

.
v from the bats
vered with o fierce
epergy which sent aim lug back among hie
comrades with the bl streaming from hie
| shattered jaw, and his canaciss tor cursing cud
| short st the very mwoment when he needed to
draw upon i1t most,
“Don’t go yet,” said the voice 4n the dark-
| mEss,
However, they had no intention of going vet,
A few minates must elanse, they knew, befors
Harve: v coR i

of

- ¥ oiid be upon them Thera
was =il time to re Lhe rif thev could
suceeed in s ter defenders. What Abe
had feared camo 0 pass liark Fergcusonm
kuew the ground as well ws be &id.  He ran

rapidly along the hedge, and the tive crashed
through 1t where there was some appearance of
agan.  The two frends glanced ai ench other,
Their flank was turned,. They stood up like
men who knew their fate and did not fear te
mee! 4l
Ihers was a wild mediey of dark figures in
| the moonlight, and n ringing cheer from wells
| known wowees, The hamorisis of Harvev's
| Slmice had found sometning even more praos
| tical than the joke which they had come to
witness, The partners saw the faces of fricuds
beside  them  Sbamus, Stragsles, MeCoay,
There was a desperate rally, a sweening firry
rist, a cloud of seaoke, with  pistol shots and
fierce oaths ringing out of it, and when it litted
a single dark stalow tiving for dear life 1o the
shelter of the brokea bedge was the only
ranger upon his lect within the little pardon.
Bat there was no sound of triamoh among the
victors: a sirange husa had come over them,
and a murmuor as of grie? for there, Iving
across the threshold woich be had fought so
galiantly to defend, lavy poor Abe, the loval and
simple pearied, breathing beavily with a bulles
throngh lus lungs,

He wa= carried inside with wli the rough tep-
derness of the mines.  There were men there, [
think, who would have borne 4is hurt to have
bad ine tove of ihat white giriisn tigure, which
bea: over the blool-stuined bed o .d whispsred
80 sofily and so tenderiy 1n his evar. Her voice
seemed to rouse him. He (penod bis dreamy
bios eves and looked about bim. They rested

on her face,

“Viayed out,” be murmured; *“pardom,
Carrie, morib——"" and with & Isint smile he
san« back upon the pillow.

However, Abe falled for once t0o be as good
im8 his word, Hmws hardy consttution ssseried
| 1iset!l. and he shouk off what mighs in & weaker
man kave proved s deadlv woand, Whether it
was the balmy sir of the woodlauds which cume
sweemng over & thoussand miles of forest mto
the sick man's room. or whether 1t was the
hittie narse who tended h'm =0 gently, certain
1t i% that within two months we heard that
he bad realized his shares in the Concmaraand
gone from Harver's Sluice and the little shanty
upon the hill torever.

I bad the sdvantuge a short time afterward of
| seeing ar extract from the ietter of a young
| ndv unmed Amelia, to whom we have made
| easgal mlin<ion in the courss of our narmtive
| We bave already brosen the privacy of one
| feminine enistie, g0 we stinil Lave fewer scraples
| in glancing at another, **1 was bridemmid,”
|!he remarks, “‘and Carrie jooked charming™

tunderiined ) in the veu and orauge blossoms,
| such a man he is —twice ws big as vour Jack,
and e waz so fanny, and blusbed and dropped
the praver book. And when they asked the
question, you conid have bheard him roar *I do!”

at the other end of George sirect. His besh
man was s dariing * (twice anderiined). *Se
qaret and handswome and nics. Too gentle to

take care of hims+l! among those rough men, [
| am sure.”” I taink it ouite powible that in the

fuliness of time Miss Amelia managed to take
, Upoin berself the cure of var old triend Mr. Jack

Morgan, commonly known ss the Boss,

-
A Farmer's Advice to Mr. Hayea.
From the Detroii Free ress,

The story is told that the late B. B, Hayes had
for a neighbor in Olio a testy old fellow who
ran s small iruck farm. He was honest and up-
right and Mr. Haves beld hita in high esteem
notwithstanding his lack of the socinl samenities
| and respect for persons.  On one of his visits to

Obio during the presidency be passed the old
man s farm and found him planting potatoes
in a putch near the road. The Presudent, being
romewinat of a farmer himself, noticed soine
peculiariiy in his neighbor’s style of planting,
,and, after a fow minuies’ chat, be called his
attention to it and the old man argued the point
| & while,
| “After all,” concluded the President, *I
'don’t think vou are doing it as it should be
- done for the best results.”

The old farmer rested his arm on the fence
| and looked steadily at Mr. Haves
“They nin't neither one of us,” be swad,
| “above havin' fault Jound with us, but el you
Ijmt go on Presidesun’ the United States your

way an' I go on plantin’ pertaters my way [
guess we won't be uo wuss off in the end.”
Mr. Haves nccepied the suggestion
antly and passed on.
= e
| Method In Mis Hemedy.
{  The introduction iu our cities of apartmend
l ho , in which a considerable number of fam-
ilies Dve under one roof, has given rise to many
f Amusing occurrcnces, says Vou'h's Companion,
In an eastern city, recently, two physicians
were walking together on the street when one
of them lifted his bhat to a lady whom they

r. John Morgan, the very man for | mei.

*A patient?” asked the other.
“*Oh, in & way,” answered the first doetor.
i::uwd ber the other day for » small difi-
ty.”
““What was it?"
“A wart on the nose.”

prescribe
ﬁintsood-uhaam show. Bhowed me a | knowledge of the country to arrive before | *“Iordered her to refrmin absolutely from
word t as long as your arm— *or  them. *‘No time to alarm any one.” he ex- | plaving the pisno.”
mln‘ ri:h s o | gﬁnmﬁufmhhefnﬂiﬂu.“-ﬂ h;\-r::c:'mmm “Ordered
“It'sa man now, Isuppose,” maid | stop them ourselves: not come for —come 1o leave the piano—for s wars
Irishman, i ‘fmyonr‘iﬂ. Only over our bodies, ," | on the nose! \7" ean’t understand your
*“Well, he's about made his pile. He holdsa and with these few broken words the treatment.” .
hundred feet of the Conemara, and the shares | assorted friends shook hands, and looked lov- |  “If you knew the circumstaices would,"
RO up every hour. If he'd sell out, he'd be | ingly into each other's eyes, while the tramp of | said the first doctor. “She the flas
about fit to go home.” the horses came down to them on the fragrant | just under mine, in the 4
““Guess he wants to take somebody h_olbnaodlhtmdn. ” L
e

THE FUR BOA AND THE GUST OF WIND;
OR, A COMBINATION THAT PRODUCED A REFORM.




